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HELP DEFEND AMERICA- Be a Jr. Air Raid Warden 




Captain Marvel Jr. says: "Boy 
and girls, an enemy tint artacke 
our country and it'» up to all of 
to help defend our horn 
way we can do it I* t 
recognize all types of 
so we'll know whether they'i 
friends or foes. Thei 
show us our own flying 
and boy can they flgh 




Twenty Ions of flying boat— 

"Has more than twenty gun" 

She flies the "out to sea patrol" 
This Martin PBM-1. 



A siut wine with «lot« and iLp*. 



When Flying 




Bulletman soys: "Pali, we must 
II be on the job these days to 
help our good old U. S. A. win 
he war. The best way is to keep 
erf, keep calm, keep healthy, 
d if we study these pictures 




A clockwise prop and counter prop, 
A speed that's almost frightening 

Lockheed calls it P- 

But Britain calls it Lightning 



A thousand horses and some more— 
A long and slender nose, 

A prop-shaft cannon flies for war 
Where Airacohra goes! 




It's flying in England, it's flying right 
here^ 

Its nose is a bit of a shorty. 
With guns and a cannon it's something 
to fear. 
Formidable Curtiss P-40. 
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Big time gangster Louie 
Sfraf-aeef carries on a 
double cross even after 
death. Out of the vast 
frozen norfn country 
comes a tale ripe with 
Intrigue and treachery, 

PAUL-JEAN GAROU, the 
trapper, chuckled as he 
mushed his huskies along. There 
was a dead man, a frozen dead 
tnan, in Paul-Jean's sled, but that 
didn't bother the trapper. Some 
folks around Hudson Bay said 
finding a dead man was bad 
luck. Paul-Jean knew better. 

This dead man, Paul-Jean 
grinned, meant very good luck, 
In fact, twenty- five thousand 
American dollars worth of good 
luck! That was the exact sum 
in bank notes Paul-Jean had 
■found in the dead man's suit- 
case! And that wasn't even the 
best part of the luck! 

"The best part," Paul-Jean 
exulted as he cracked his whip 
over his lead dogs, "ees that I 
will get even now with Big 
Jules Hen riot — the pig! He will 
nevair kick an' insult me again 1" 
The sled joggled and the 
dead man, who had been sitting 
erect, suddenly toppled over on 
his back. His trousered legs 



stuck up crookedly into the air. 
For the third or fourth time 
that day, Paul-Jean studied the 
face of the dead man. 

It was a heavy, blue-jowled 
face with little reddish eyes. 
Paul-jean felt vaguely that he 
had seen it before. In an Ameri- 
can cinema maybe; or in some 
newspaper. The dead man had 
carried only one identification, 
a checkbook with the name 
Henry Armour signed on the 
checks. But somehow Paul-Jean 
felt that was not the dead man's 
name. 

"Eet does not matter, of 
course," PauU Jean told himself, 
"so long as he • ees an Ameri- 
can." The trapper was sure of 
that. There had been the wal- 
let with the American money in 
it, and the American news- 
papers and magazines in the 
airplane where Paul-Jean had 
found the dead man. 

Oh, Paul- Jean Garou had 
taken everything into account! 
He had not hurried as that 
great ox, Big Jules, his partner, 
would have done. He had been 
careful and calm. Only when 
he was completely satisfied with 
his plan, had he buried the 
money and hauled the dead 
man out of the plane to take 
him to Sergeant Blakely at the 
Mounted Outpost. 

Even now, as the Outpost' 
came into view on the glitter- 



ing ice, Paul-jean did not be- 
come nervous. He mushed over 
to the big oak cabin, jumped 
from the sled, and knocked 
boldly on the door. 

From inside, Sergeant Blake- 
ly's voice told him to come in. 
The Sergeant looked up from 
his desk when Paul-Jean en- 
tered. Blakely didn't have much 
use for Paul-Jean Garou. 

"What is it, Garou?" he said 
bmskly. 

"I bring you a presen*, Ser- 
geant," Paul-Jean grinned 
through stained, broken teeth. 
"Outside— a dead man." 

Blakely frowned. He got up 
without a word and went out- 
side. Paul-Jean followed him. 
At the sled, a grunt of sur- 
prise escaped the Sergeant. 

"Well, I'll be— 1" Blakely 
exclaimed. "Louie Strafacci! 
Where did you find this bird, 

Strafacci, the famous Ameri- 
can gangster! Now, Paul-Jean 
knew that he had seen the 
dead mSn's face on a Govern- 
ment circular. The New York 
police wanted Strafacci. 

"I fin' him about fifteen mile 
north," Paul- Jean said. "In a 
airplane all alone. He run out 
of gas and freeze, I t'ink." 

Blakely nodded. "Help me 
get him inside, Garou," he said. 

Paul-Jean obeyed. Together, 
they carried the heavy., crooked 



figure into the cabin and set it 
down on the floor. Blakely be- 
gan to examine the dead man's 
pockets. Paul-Jean watched 
breathlessly. His plan was about 
to meet its first test! 

JJLAKELY made a little pile 
on the floor of Strafacci's 
effects. There was the wallet, a 
few business cards and the 
checkbook. Then, Blakely took 
a crumpled piece of paper from 
one pocket. There was scrawled 
pencil writing on it. 

"What's this?" Blakely mut- 
tered. He read aloud; 

"/ am dying . . . of cold. . . . 
A man Tyas here in the cabin. 
... He could have saved me . . . 
but he took my money . . . and 
left me, , . . The man had a 
big scar on his cheek , , , the 
. . . dirty , . . crook. . . . 

The writing trailed off. 
Blakely frowned. Only one man 
in his district had a big scar 
on his cheek — the trapper, Big 
Jules Henriot! He showed the 
note to Paul-Jean. 

"Know anything about this, 
Garou?" Blakely said suspic- 

Paul-Jean's hand trembled a 
little as he took the paper. But 
confidence returned to him as 
he read it. It was written just- 
the way a man would write 
whose fingers were frozen. And 
the English — that Paul-Jean 
had learned in Government 
school — was just right! 

"I know no thin', Serge an'," 
he shrugged and returned the 
note. "I fin' this man in the 
airplane. I bring him to you. 
That's all I know." 

Blakely turned back to the 
squatting figure on the floor. 

"So!" the Sergeant grunted. 
"Someone double crossed Louie 
Strafacci — the biggest double 
crosser of them all!" 

"Yeh!" Paul-Jean laughed 
nervously. "But he will nevair 
double cross again, eh, Set- 
gean'l" 

Blakely disregarded Paul- 
Jean and went to his desk. 
There he began to look into 
Strafacci's effects, poking 
through the wallet, and glanc- 
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ing curiously at the checkbook 
— the one with the name Henry 
Armour in it. 

Paul-Jean watched the Ser- 
geant uneasily. Why was Blake- 
ly wasting time? Everybody 
knew about Big Jules' scar. 
Why didn't Blakely order the 
hunt for Big Jules right away? 

Suddenly the Sergeant rose. 
"Wait here, Garou," he said 
and disappeared into the back 
room of the cabin. Paul-Jean 
nodded happily. Now the search 
for Big Jules would begin! 

Soon Big Jules Henriot would 
be far down south in the 
Government prison! Paul- Jean 
hoped his partner would try 
to escape the Mounties, and 
that he would be killed. Then 
no one would ever suspect 
Paul-Jean Garou afterwards! 

"Eet ees a perfect plan!" 
Paul-Jean hugged himself, "I 

JT was obvious Blakely sus- 
pected nothing. Paul* Jean 
began to think happily of the 
twenty-five thousand dollars he 
had hidden in the ice. He de- 
cided to go away with the 
money, but not at once. He 
would leave it cached for a 
whole year. Then he would go 
to South America. Mon Dieu! 
A man could live like a king 
with so much money, Paul-Jean 
thought. 

Sergeant Blakely came back 
into the room and interrupted 
Paul-Jean's visions. Blakely was 
holding the dead man's check- 
book. He was juggling it gently 
between his fingers, 

"Listen, Garou," Blakely said 
suddenly, "why do you suppose 
Strafacci carried around a 
checkbook with the name 
Henry Armour in it?" 

The question took Paul-Jean 
by surprise. He shrugged and 
showed his tobacco-stained teeth 
in a grin. 

"Most like he had many 
names, eh, Sergean'," Paul-Jean 
said. "I guess he was a very big 
shot, eh?" 

"That's right," Blakely said 
with an odd smile. "He was a 
very big shot, Garou. But his 
name wasn't Henry Armour. 



5? 

That's the name of Strafacci's 
mouthpiece — his New York 
lawyer. I just checked with 
United States authorities." 

Paul -Jean blinked puzzledly. 
What was all this talk about 
lawyers and New York? Why 
didn't Blakely go after Big Jules 
instead of talking so much? He 
couldn't understand it. 

"Now, Garou," Blakely was 
saying, "why do you suppose 
Strafacci would carry around 
a fistful of checks with his law- 
yer's name signed to them?" 

Paul-Jean smiled helplessly. 
The Sergeant must be making 
fun of him! How could he 
answer such questions? 

"I dunno, Sergean'," Paul- 
Jean scratched his head. 

"Well, I'll tell you why he 
did," Sergeant Blakely said 
mildly. "It was because Louie 
Strafacci never learned to write. 
He couldn't sign his own name 
if his life depended on it! 
That's why he had his lawyer 
sign his checks before he left 
New York. I just found that 
out over the phone, too." 

There was a big silence in 
the room suddenly; and in it, 
Paul-Jean heard a roaring in 

"He couldn' write!" Paul- 
Jean stammered. "He couldn' 
write!" 

"Exactly," Sergeant Blakely 
saidj "So you must have writ- 
ten that note after you stole 
Strafacci's money, Garou, in 
order to throw suspicion on Big 
Jules, your partnerl" 

Paul-Jean felt his knees 
buckle. All he could think of 
was that the people around 
Hudson Bay always said find- 
ing a dead man was bad luck. 
It was true! When Paul-Jean 
could see clearly again, there 
were handcuffs on his wrists. 
And the Sergeant was staring 
down at him with a strange 
smile, 

"It's funny, Garou," Blakely 
said. "You told me Strafacci 
would never double cross any- 
one again, didn't you? But you 
were wrong. Louie Strafacci 
slipped you the double cross 
even after he was dead!" 
The End 



